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Dinner with a Deejay


“Turn up the volume, Bess,” Nancy Drew said, grinning. “I really like Dan Wildman.”


“The Wild Man,” Bess Marvin said. “What a name! He’s the best deejay ever!” She held a ketchup bottle over her hamburger and slapped it across the bottom.


It was a warm, clear evening in early summer. Nancy Drew and her friends Bess Marvin and George Fayne were enjoying a cookout on the patio of the Drews’ backyard. Nancy had told them to wear their jeans and come for a relaxing evening of hamburgers and croquet.


Bess was still trying to get some ketchup out of the bottle, so Nancy reached across the picnic table and turned a knob on top of her portable radio and cassette player. She tucked a strand of reddish blond hair behind her ear and winked at George sitting next to her.


“What’s so great about Dan Wildman?” Nancy egged Bess on.


“Are you kidding?” Bess said, lowering the ketchup bottle and blinking wide blue eyes at Nancy. “He’s the best thing that’s ever happened to KRCK! He’s funny, he’s talented, he’s hip, he’s . . . he’s . . . ”


“Incredibly good-looking,” her tall, slim, dark-haired cousin George prompted.


Bess looked surprised. “What?”


“Isn’t that what you said when you showed me Dan Wildman’s picture on that billboard last week? ‘He’s sooo incredibly good-looking?’ Black hair, blue eyes, dimple—”


Bess blushed. “Well, yes, but—”


Nancy smiled. “I get it.”


“But I’d still think he was talented even if he weren’t . . . somewhat cute,” Bess said, running fingers through her long, straw blond hair. “But the fact that he does happen to have a rather handsome face doesn’t hurt.”


George winked back at Nancy. “Just like I said—‘incredibly good-looking,’ ” she said, grinning.


“Shh!” Bess said, waving at her cousin to be quiet. “I want to hear what he’s saying.”


“—and that’s it, kids!” Dan Wildman’s husky voice was saying. “You’re tuned in to Dan the Wild Man on KRCK, the River Heights radio station where things are jumpin’, where rock is pumpin’, where blues we’re dumpin’!” The girls laughed at the crazy rhyme.


“Stay with me, now,” Dan said. “We’ve got the hottest music right here on K-Rock from six till nine, so don’t you go away.”


A commercial for a local car dealership came on then, and Bess took a bite out of her hamburger. “He’s always talking in rhymes,” she said. “I love his energy. I wonder what he’s like in person?”


“Probably all tired out,” George teased. “I bet he goes home and turns into a sloppy puddle of Jell-O.”


Nancy smiled. “I like Dan Wildman, too,” she admitted. “But there’s another deejay at KRCK who I like just as well.”


George snapped her fingers. “Rockin’ Ray Ludlow! He’s my favorite.”


“Yes,” Nancy agreed. “He is good. Both Dan and Ray play great rock ‘n’ roll.”


“Oh, but Ray’s been at KRCK for ages,” protested Bess.


“Ray has a lot more experience than the Wild Man,” said George. “And obviously the station owner agrees with me. Rockin’ Ray has the top time slot on the air, from nine P.M. to midnight. That’s when most of the kids listen in.”


“He won’t have it for long,” Bess said. “Mark my words, Dan the Wild Man will take over that spot soon.”


“You may be right,” said Nancy. “He’s the deejay all the kids talk about.”


The backdoor opened. “Who’s ready for strawberry pie?” a voice called out.


“I know I am, Hannah,” Nancy called back. “What about you, Bess?” she added, her blue eyes twinkling.


“Are you kidding?” replied Bess. She grinned at the Drews’ housekeeper, who was crossing the patio toward the girls. “I’ll wreck my diet any day for one of your strawberry pies, Hannah.”


Nancy and George smiled at each other. Bess was slightly plump, and she was always on a diet. But staying on a diet wasn’t easy for Bess.


Hannah set the pink-and-white-swirled pie down in front of Bess.


“That’s dangerous, Hannah,” George teased. “If you put that pie down right in front of Bess, she’ll probably inhale the entire thing before any of us get a piece.”


Hannah laughed. “Now, I know she’ll do no such thing.” She smiled fondly at Nancy. “I just thought I’d make one of Nancy’s favorite pies since she doesn’t happen to be working on a mystery at the moment. I knew she’d have time to enjoy it. Sometimes when she’s busy on a case, I hardly see her.”


Hannah Gruen had been like a mother to Nancy since the death of Nancy’s own mother fifteen years before. Nancy was only three at the time Hannah came to live with the Drews, and Nancy and her father couldn’t imagine life without her. Hannah worried about Nancy’s work as a detective but was proud of her ability to help people and solve difficult—and sometimes dangerous—cases.


Nancy laughed. “I guess you’re right, Hannah,” she said. “Sometimes I get so involved with a case that I forget to eat.”


Bess’s eyes got big. “You forget to eat? That would never happen to me!” She watched Hannah’s hand as she made the first cut in the pie. “Make mine just a teeny bit bigger, okay?” she said.


Dan the Wild Man’s voice rang out. “And now, here’s one from the request line.”


The girls turned their attention to the radio on the end of the picnic table. “Susan says she cares for Tim; in fact, she says she’s right for him. So, listen, Tim, this song is new; and Susan’s sending it out to you.”


The girls laughed.


“Now he’s got his radio audience making up those dumb rhymes,” George said. “I have to hand it to him, he really does have a following.”


“Oh, all that rock ‘n’ roll sounds the same to me,” Hannah said, handing a piece of pie to Bess.


“That’s what my grandmother says,” Bess said. “But Mom and Dad kind of like rock music.”


While the song played on the radio, the girls ate their dessert.


Hannah sat down at the picnic table and cut herself a piece of pie.


“Dan Wildman is the greatest deejay in the world,” Bess said. She licked the tip of her fork with her tongue and stared dreamily into the distance. “I wish I could meet him.”


George rolled her eyes. “Dream on,” she said. “He probably has bodyguards to beat off all of the adoring fans who follow him around.”


“No, he doesn’t,” Bess said. “I saw him at the movies yesterday. He was there alone.”


“I can’t believe you didn’t try to get his autograph,” Nancy said with a smile.


“Neither can I,” said George. “Then you could have seen those blue eyes and that dimple up close and personal.”


Bess sighed. “I know,” she said. “I guess I was just feeling too shy.”


The song ended, and there was a long silence over the air. Bess leaned closer to the radio. “What happened to the sound, Nancy?”


Nancy adjusted the knob. “Nothing.”


Just then a loud crash came from the radio.


“Good grief!” Hannah said. “What was that?”


Bess laughed. “Hannah, you have to get used to Dan the Wild Man. He’s always doing something crazy. Last week, he brought his neighbor’s dog into the studio and put him on the air. He swore the dog could say Wild Man, and he tried to get him to talk all afternoon. It was a riot!”


The girls all leaned close to the radio now, waiting to hear more. They could hear grunts and groans and the sounds of objects falling to the floor.


“What’s he doing this time?” Hannah said. “It sounds like a struggle.”


Bess rolled her eyes. “It’s just a gag, believe me, Hannah. I’m not falling for any more of Dan Wildman’s put-ons.”


More grunts were heard.


“It certainly sounds realistic,” Hannah said, frowning.


“Yes, it does,” Nancy agreed. “I don’t get his joke.”


“Neither do I,” said George.


Nancy turned to face George. “Maybe it isn’t a joke,” she said.


“Of course it is!” Bess said. “Just wait, he’ll explain it all in a minute.”


The sounds of a struggle continued, and everyone gathered closer to the radio.


“This seems more serious than most of his jokes,” Nancy said. “Usually you know right away that Dan is up to one of his tricks.”


“It’s weird, all right,” Bess said.


Then as suddenly as it started, the sounds of the struggle stopped. There was a brief, tense silence as the women leaned closer to the radio.


Then one word came out over the air. It was muffled, but there was no mistaking what word Dan had cried.


“HELP!”
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Where Is the Wild Man?


“Dan Wildman’s in trouble!” cried Bess. “Nancy, what should we do?”


Nancy stood up quickly. “I think we should get over to the station right away. Maybe we can help him. But we’ve got to hurry!”


Moments later, Nancy, Bess, and George were flying down the road toward the radio station in Nancy’s blue sports car.


Hannah had feebly protested their leaving with a comment about the pie going to waste, but she knew that there was no stopping Nancy when there was a mystery to investigate. Bess had managed to say, “Keep that piece for me, Hannah,” before being dragged away by her friends.


The girls tuned in to KRCK on the car radio while they sped toward the station. The radio station continued to be quiet for a while, then a prerecorded sports report came on the air.


“That prerecorded report proves it’s not one of Wildman’s jokes,” George said. “He’d never stay off the air this long.”


Pulling into the station parking lot, Nancy counted four black-and-white police cars. Another was just arriving. The police officer who was driving it jumped out and ran into the station.


“Something awful must have happened,” Bess said. “I’ve never seen so many police cars.”


The station lot was filled. Nancy parked the car as close as she could to the one-story brick building. The girls hurried up the sidewalk and through the station’s heavy wooden door.


They found themselves in the front lobby. It was buzzing with activity. Several uniformed police officers stood in front of a reception desk, talking to a short, attractive blond woman. She held a tissue in her hand and talked very quickly, gesturing in small, nervous movements. Another officer disappeared around the corner and down a hallway. Two men dressed in business suits entered the lobby from the hallway and pulled out small notebooks. They wore police badges on their lapels.


“Police detectives,” said Nancy. “This is really serious.”


One of the detectives spotted Nancy and her friends and strode over to them.


Nancy saw him coming and spoke first. “We’re here to see Dan Wildman,” she said confidently. Experience had taught her that it was necessary to speak up calmly but forcefully during her investigations. All too often, she had to deal with people in positions of authority who assumed she was nothing more than a curious teenager.


The detective, a tall, handsome man with gray hair, looked at her seriously. “Dan Wildman has been kidnapped,” he said.


“Oh, no!” exclaimed Bess.


“What happened?” Nancy asked.


“No one saw it happen,” he answered. “Apparently, Wildman was broadcasting as usual and someone barged in and took him by force.” The detective nodded down the hall toward the broadcast booth. “The kidnapper—or kidnappers—left a note saying further instructions would follow.”


Nancy nodded. “We heard a scuffle on the air.” She met the man’s gaze. “May I see the note from the kidnappers?”


The detective’s eyes narrowed. “Why?” he asked. “What’s your business here?” He took out a pencil and gazed at each of their faces, as if to memorize their features. “What are your names?”


“I’m Nancy Drew,” Nancy said. “And these are my friends George Fayne and Bess Marvin.”


The detective wrote their names into his notebook.


“Nancy’s a famous detective,” Bess piped up. “You mean you haven’t heard of her?”


“If you’ll call Chief McGinnis of the River Heights Police Department, he’ll vouch for me,” Nancy said, hurrying on. “Call him if you need to check me out. But he’ll tell you I’m okay. Now if you don’t mind . . . ” Nancy started to walk around him, but the detective stepped forward to block her.


“This is police business, Ms. Drew,” he said. “You can’t go back there. I will check you out, believe me, but no matter who you turn out to be, I won’t let you get in the way and mess up an investigation.”


A woman’s voice interrupted the detective. “Excuse me, did I hear you say that you’re Nancy Drew?”


Nancy and the girls turned to see the short, blond woman they’d seen when they first arrived. She stood next to the detective. The worried look in the woman’s eyes softened momentarily.


“Are you Nancy Drew, the young detective I’ve read so much about in the papers?”


Nancy modestly admitted that she was that person.


The woman extended her hand. “I’m a big admirer of yours, Nancy,” she said. “I’m Helena Santos, the station manager.”


Ms. Santos faced the detective. “I’d like Nancy and her friends to stay.” She turned back to Nancy. “Would you join the investigation? I’d be so grateful for any help you could give us.”


The detective shook his head and walked away.


“I’d be glad to help,” Nancy said, smiling. “We were listening to Dan when it happened. He’s one of our favorite deejays.”


“He’s certainly popular with our listening audience,” Helena said. Her eyes filled again with worry. “I can’t imagine who would do such a thing. Poor Dan. I just hope that he’s not hurt.”


Nancy touched the woman’s arm. “We’ll find him,” she said. “Don’t worry.”


“Thank you,” Ms. Santos said. “Dan’s not only an asset to the station, but we like him very much. Most of us, anyway.” She smiled faintly. “I’m not quite old enough to be his mother, but sometimes I feel like mothering Dan. He’s so . . . well, young and enthusiastic. Sometimes I have to rein him in a little. His ideas for his show can get a little too crazy, so I asked him to consult me about his program ideas.”


Nancy spoke up. “You said, ‘most of us’ like him. Does he have any enemies that you know about?”


Helena Santos thought a moment before answering. “Well, Dan is a real professional and very ambitious. There are some people at the station who don’t care for him and think he’s pretty stuck on himself. But I think those people are jealous of him. He’s a really nice guy and just wonderful on the air.”


“You can say that again!” Bess said. “He obviously enjoys being a deejay. I don’t think he could fake that enthusiasm.”


Nancy spoke up. “Ms. Santos—”


“Please call me Helena,” she said and smiled.


“Thank you,” Nancy said. “Helena, you mentioned that some people are envious of Dan.”


“Yes,” she said. “But I can’t imagine that anyone here could’ve had anything to do with his kidnapping, if that’s what you’re thinking.”


“And no one saw what happened tonight?”


“No. I was in Neal Graham’s office—”


“Who is Neal Graham?” Nancy asked.


“Oh, of course you wouldn’t know that,” Helena said, and smiled apologetically. “Neal is the owner of KRCK.” Nancy nodded. “I was in his office filing my daily report. I always do that just before I leave for the day. And no one else was in or near the broadcast booth, either. We just suddenly realized that no one was on the air.”


“How did you find out?” Nancy asked her.


“Our engineer, Tom Cottner, came running in here to tell me,” she said.


“May I talk to him?” Nancy asked.


“Of course,” Helena said. “Come with me.”


She led the girls out of the lobby and down the hallway. She pointed to a window along the wall.


“That’s the announcer’s booth,” she said. “Dan was on the air in there when he was kidnapped.”


The girls peered through the glass into a small, crowded room. It didn’t look big enough to hold more than five or six people comfortably. Right now, the booth was filled with police officers and detectives.


“I’d like to stop back here later,” Nancy said.


“We will,” Helena said.


She stopped at a closed door at the end of the hall.


“I think Tom’s in the lounge,” she said, nodding at the door. She pushed the door open and they entered.


The lounge was small. It held five small, round chrome-and-plastic tables and three vending machines that dispensed soft drinks and a variety of junk food. A sink and counter took up one short wall.
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